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In the 1910s and 1920s, William Sydney Porter, better
known to most of the reading world as O. Henry, was
highly regarded as one of the greatest short story writers
ever produced in this country. I think I may suggest
without too much risk of offense that Porter’s reputa-
tion has settled a tad since those first few years after his
death in 1910. But, whatever circle of hell we might
consign Porter to today, there is little doubt that he de-
serves more than just a brief mention in any history of
the development of the short story in America. Can the
same be said about our own Frank Norris? Probably not.
At least, no one to the best of my knowledge has
successfully made the case that Norris’s short fiction

warrants such acclaim. Personally, I like many of
Nems s short stories, but I’ venture to suggest thatmy
: y them M’tmgnfynmchmthegamischcmeei :

is identical in the two writers.”!
Aside from the similarities in voice that Pattee notes
in his history, there is at least one case in which a con-
nection between Porter and Norris can be directly seen.
One of Porter’s last, and best, short stories was first
published in 1909 and was incorporated into Porter’s
final collection, Strictly Business, which appeared in
1910, the year of Porter’s death. The story, entitled “A
Municipal Report,” begins with two epigraphs, one
from Kipling, and one from Frank Norris. The Norris
epigraph is a quote from Norris’s story “The House
with the Blinds” which had appeared in The Wave in
August 1897 and was later collected in The Third Cir-
cle. The epigraph reads: “Fancy a novel about Chicago
or Buffalo, let us say, or Nashville, Tennessee! There
are just three big cities in the United States that are
‘story cities’-New York, of course, New Orleans, and,
best of the lot, San Francisco.” Porter takes this clai
by Norris as a challenge of sorts, and
rebuttal by craﬁmg a story set in
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could have implicated the murderer, Uncle Caesar.

As the epigraph indicates, this story of southemn in-
trigue and murder was conceived of, at least in part, as
a direct response to Norris’s claim that Nashville, and,
indeed, most of America, was not fertile ground for the
short story writer. This claim by Norris appears in the
opening paragraph of “The House with the Blinds,”
which reads as follows:

It is a thing said and signed and implicitly
believed in by the discerning few that this San
Francisco of ours is a place wherein Things can
happen. There are some cities like this—cities
that have come to be picturesque—that offer
opportunities in the matter of background and
local color, and are full of stories and dramas
and novels, written and unwritten. There seems
to be no adequate explanation for this state of
things, but you can’t go about the streets
anywhere within a mile radius of Lotta’s
fountain without realizing the peculiarity, just
as you would realize the hopelessness of mak-
ing anything out of Chicago, fancy a novel a-
bout Chicago! or Buffalo, let us say, or Nash-
ville, Tennessee. There are just three big cities
in the United States that are “story cities™—New
York, of course, New Orleans, and best of the
lot, San Francisco.?
The story that follows this bold introductory claim
makes an interesting counterpoint to Porter’s later story.
In “The House with the Blinds,” an unnamed narrator, in
the midst of making last-minute preparations for setting
sail aboard a full-rigged wheat ship, is stopped on the
street by a drunk, disheveled, and bruised nurse-maid
with wailing infant in tow. The woman accuses the
narrator of being a gentleman and insists that he do his
gentlemanly duty and go fight someone who had
maltreated her, and, besides, could the narrator provide
her with four-bits regardless? The narrator obliges with
the four-bits, upon which the woman confesses that she
lives in yonder “house with the blinds.” The narrator,
out of a reluctant sense of duty, decides he must ap-
proach the house and inform against the inebriated
nurse-maid, for the sake of the infant, if nothing else.
As he approaches the house, however, he witnesses a
squad of policemen enter the house with some de-
termination. As he watches the raid, he sees a hand
reach out of a second-floor window and grasp a gilt
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Indian-club, and drawing it inside. The shutters and
window are then slammed shut. A few minutes later,
the policemen emerge from the house carrying six ob-
scenely intoxicated men. These six are loaded onto
hacks '(the narrator careful to note the strange absence
of the patrol-wagon) and the hacks disappear down the
street. The incident seems closed, but the next day the
narrator is at the docks when he overhears a woman
relating details of the incident to eager listeners. It
seems that the house was a den for gambling and that in
a closet under the stairs the police discovered the body
of a man who had been cruelly knifed to death. Beyond
a doubt, one of the six inebriates has committed the foul
murder, but because they were all so intoxicated none
of them can remember who did it or why. When the

narrator returns from his voyage aboard the wheat ship

a year later he discovers that the six drunks had been

released for want of evidence, and that the mystery of
the murder was never solved. Thus ends the story, with

several questions left unanswered: who committed the

murder? Whose hand reached for the Indian-club and

why? Why did the nurse-maid claim she lived in the

house in the first place?

I wish I could demonstrate unequivocally that O.
Henry had read “The House with the Blinds,” for the
stories have some very provocative parallels that beg
for comparison: both feature central mysteries, both
feature houses with dark secrets, both concern a murder
that goes unpunished, both are told from the point of
view of unnamed first-person narrators who are in-
troduced to a mystery as they engage in travel on per-
sonal business, both feature off-stage activities that
directly affect the “story” within the story, and both
begin with a couple of paragraphs that discuss the rela-
tive paucity of “story cities” in America (albeit taking
contrary views on the topic). Unfortunately, it seems
likely that Porter came across the Norris passage that he
quotes as his epigraph not through reading “The House
with the Blinds” but through reading a review of
Norris’s The Third Circle that had been published in
Putnam’s Magazine in August 1909. This review
quotes the two opening paragraphs of “The House with
the Blinds,” including the particular sentence Porter
gravitated to for his epigraph. Sometime in late 1909,
Porter—busy drafting the story that would become *A
Municipal Report”—composed a letter to the then
managing editor of Hampton's Magazine, Williar
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Griffith. In this letter he summarizes the main plot of

the story and discusses his intentions. He writes:
The whole scheme is to show that an absolutely
prosaic and conventional town (such as Nash-
ville) can equal San Francisco, Bagdad [sic] or
Paris when it comes to a human story.

The beginning of the story is not yet
written—there will be 2 or 3 pages (to follow)
containing references to Frank Norris’s lines in
which the words occur—*“Think of anything
happening in Nashville, Tennessee!” I have to
look this up in Putnam’s Magazine.*

Certainly, if Pattee is correct when he suggests that
Norris’s Wave stories were an early influence on Porter,
then it is perfectly reasonable to imagine that Porter
would have read “The House with the Blinds” when it
first appeared in 1897, but the letter Porter wrote to
Griffith indicated that at the time he was composing “A
Municipal Report” he likely had only the initial excerpt
of the story that had been quoted in the Putnam’s re-
view in mind, not the whole story.

And yet, as a response to Norris, “A Municipal
Report” goes further than simply offering up a “story”
based in Nashville as a type of rebuttal to Norris’s
somewhat reckless claim that Nashville is not a story
city. Porter’s narrator in the first half of the story is the
living embodiment of Norris’s claim. He is connected
with the editorial operations of a literary magazine—as
Norris was—and enters Nashville with low expecta-
tions, convinced that nothing of much note likely occurs
in such a sleepy town. A conversation he has with
Azalea offers a contrary perspective, however. Porter
writes:

“Your town,” I said, as I began to make ready
to depart (which is the time for smooth gener-
alities) “seems to be a quiet, sedate place. A
home town, I should say, where few things out
of the ordinary ever happen.”

* % %

Azalea Adair seemed to reflect.

“I have never thought of it that way,” she said,
with a kind of sincere intensity that seemed to
belong to her. “Isn’t it in the still, quiet places
that things do happen? ...”

“Of course,” said L, platitudinously, “human
nature is the same everywhere; but there is more
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color—er—more drama and movement
and-—er—romance in some cities than in
others.”
“On the surface,” said Azalea Adair. (206)

The implications are clear, and they set the tone for
many readings of the story: Porter takes a broad, in-
clusive position in opposition to the narrow or ex-
clusionary perspective of Norris. There is “romance”
underlying all of surface reality; it merely takes some
integration into the community to see it. To an out-
sider, Nashville does not seem to hold promising
material for the short story writer interested in human
drama, but the dramatic material that feeds the pens of
short story writers can be found within the depths of all
human interaction. The narrator of “A Municipal Re-
port” moves from the bald, dry facts of the almanac to
the startling discovery of murder, intrigue and humans
struggling with nobility within decay. In his biography
of Porter, C. Alphonso Smith puts it this way: “A
Municipal Report” is “O. Henry’s most powerful pres-
entation of his conviction that to the seeing eye all
cities are story cities. It is the appeal of an
interpretative genius from statistics to life, from the
husks of a municipality as gathered by Rand and
McNally to the heart of a city as seen by an artist.”

It is difficult to argue with Porter’s point, and on the
surface Norris’s claim might strike us as naive in
comparison. In fact, it would be tempting to assert at
this point that Norris’s claim was a bit of biased self-
promotion: as a contributing editor to the San Francisco
Wave in 1897, Norris had more than just a passing in-
terest in promoting San Francisco as a haven for human
drama and the production of literary art. In fact, four
months prior to publishing “The House with the
Blinds,” Norris had written a brief essay for The Wave
entitled “An Opening for Novelists: Great Oppor-
tunities for Fiction Writers in San Francisco.” In this
essay Norris develops in greater detail the theme he
would repeat in the opening paragraph of “The House
with the Blinds.” Although it would be helpful, for
sure, if Norris would tell us exactly why San Francisco
is a great story city, but Nashville is not, he stops short
of doing so. He does tell us that it has nothing to do
with the relative age, geographical location, social at-
mosphere, beauty, or size of the city. It must merely be
a place where it is evident that “Things Can Happen.”
And, of course, Norris affirms for us, things can
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certainly happen in San Francisco, as even a brief tour
through the various neighborhoods and landmarks of the
city will reveal. Norris does note that San Francisco is
not yet at the stage of its growth as a city to provide
fodder for the novelist, but for the short story writer, San
Francisco merely awaits its literary champion, and
Norris makes a plea for such a champion when he
writes:
Where is the man that shall get at the heart of
us, the blood and bones and fiber of us, that
shall go a-gunning for stories up and down our
streets and into our houses and parlors and
lodging houses and saloons and dives and a-
long our wharves and into our theaters; yes, and
into the secretest chambers of our homes as well
as our hearts?’
This plea is telling, for not only did Norris, in effect, set
out to answer his own call, but in a short story such as
“The House with the Blinds,” Norris explores the very
areas he mentions in his list, including, notably, the
“secretest chambers of our homes,” for the murdered
man in his story is discovered stuffed inside a closet,
and, at the close of the story, the narrator is left won-
dering what use the new tenants of the house have found
for that same closet.

In addition to these observations, there may yet be
additional significance to Norris’s “House with the
Blinds”; however, we must travel back several more
months in time, to December of 1896, when Norris pub-
lished another brief essay in the Wave entitled “The
Modern Short Story.”® Brief as it is, in its three pages
we get the bulk of what Norris had to say about what it
means to write short stories in the late nineteenth
century. He begins by making a distinction between two
types of short stories. One type has its roots in the early
nineteenth century, and is, in effect, nothing more than
a miniature novel, complete with “introduction, plot,
complication, development of character and the
like—every characteristic in fact but that of length.”
But in his own time, Norris tells us, a second type of
short story has emerged. Under pressure from a maga-

zine culture that provides less and less space for the
short story writer to ply his or her trade, a short story
form has developed that is both shorter in length, and is
shorn of standard novelistic conventions. Norris notes
that the short story “has become shorter and shorter from
year to year, until from being a shorter form of novel of

incidents and episodes, it has been reduced in some
cases to the relation of a single incident by itself,
concise, pungent, direct as a blow.” In a story such as
this, the burden placed on the artist is great. “The
author,” Norris writes, “must devise or discover a single
scene, a bit, an episode so full of meaning, so dramatic,
so tremendously significant that it suggests to the mind
of the reader an entire volume of explanatory matter.
The reader must not only read between the lines, but be-
tween the very words. And all this must be accomp-
lished within the compass of, at the very most, thirty-
five hundred words.” In general, this seems to be the
strategy Norris adopted in many of his Wave stories,
and was used with curious effect in stories such as
“Little Dramas of the Curbstone,” “The Third Circle,”
and “The House with the Blinds.” Because of their
brevity and lack of what Norris considers novelistic
conventions of development, their suggestive power is
heightened, and the reader is asked to fill in some of the
missing elements by re-creating the story behind the
story, or by simply being struck by the significance of
the dramatic moment being described.

Norris concludes his discussion of the modern short
story by offering his thoughts on the importance of the
final paragraph of a short story. Here is what Norris
writes:

One of the most fetching “tricks” of the short
story writer is his handling of the very last
paragraph or sentence of his story. By its very
position the last sentence of a tale gathers the
enormous emphasis it may possess. The reader
will invariably consider the last sentence with
great seriousness, weighing every word with
the greatest attention and earnestness. Many
short story writers who are clever enough to
realize this weakness—if it be a weakness—on
the part of their public, are also clever enough
to take advantage of it, by withholding the real
point and meaning of their story until the last
sentence or paragraph isreached, then suddenly
unfolding it in a few brief words, as one might
suddenly unravel an apparently hopeless tangle
of skeins with a few deft turns of the wrist,
This is trickery of course, but it is very clever
trickery, since it discloses the whole purport of
the story in a single instant, and the reader re-
ceives the accumulated effect of the preceding
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pages with the suddenness and force of a mild

electric shock.
When Norris wrote these lines, he had in mind a few of
the productions of Richard Harding Davis and Anthony
Hope, and Norris himself practiced what he preached in
some of his Wave stories, such as “The Third Circle.”
But is was, of course, Porter, under the pseudonym of O.
Henry, who would try to perfect the art of the well
crafted ending filled with deft turns of the wrist. Was
Porter aware of Norris’s commentary on the “Modemn
Short Story”? It’s entirely possible, though I don’t
know. What we do know for sure is that Norris the short
story writer (as opposed to Norris the novelist) played at
least a small role in the development of the American
short story in the early 20th-century, and we can credit
Norris with providing the inspiration for what is

arguably Porter’s single greatest story, “A Municipal
Report.”

Notes

'Pattee as quoted in Harold Bloom, ed., O. Henry:

Comprehensive Research and Study Guide (New York: Chel-
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prenticeship Writings of Frank Norris, 1896-1898, ed. Joseph
R. McElrath, Jr., and Douglas K. Burgess (Philadelphia: Am-
erican Philosophical Society, 1996), vol. 2, 91-97.
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Knight (New York: Burt Franklin, 1981), 327-30. This con-
nection between the Putnam’s review and O. Henry’s story is
also noted by Walter Evans in “‘A Municipal Report’: O. Hen-
ry and Postmodernism,” Tennessee Studies in Literature, 26
(1981), 101-116. See 115, n. 22.
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brief retrospective written by Griffith fifteen years after O.
Henry’s death: “O. Henry at Work and Play,” Dearborn
Independent, 14 November 1925, 4-5, 24. In this article, Grif-
fith notes that the letter quoted was undated. Late 1909 seems
the most likely choice, for it had to have been written after the
Putnam’s review, but before Porter’s story appeared in print.
Curiously, an anonymous article appeared seven years earlier

in June 1918 entitled “How O. Henry’s Greatest Story Came

to be Written,” Current Opinion, 64 (1918),421. The anony-

mous journalist claims that the letter was written in 1908, byt

this must be inaccurate, for the Putnam s review appeared in

August 1909.

°C. Alphonso Smith O. Henry Biography (New York:

Doubleday, Page, 1916), 231.

"Reprinted in The Literary Criticism of Frank Norris, ed.

Donald Pizer (Austin: University of Texas Press, 1964), 25-
30.

*Reprinted in The Literary Criticism of Frank Norris, 48-50

For the record, although this essay is included in Pizer’s
volume of Norris’s essays, “The Modern Short Story™ is listed
by Joseph R. McElrath, Jr., as a dubious attribution or misat-
tribution in Frank Norris: A Descriptive Bibliography (Pitts-
burgh: University of Pittsburgh Press, 1992), 279. The reason
for McElrath’s designation seems to be based on the fact that
the article was unsigned. The style of the piece (particularly
the use of quote marks for emphasis and the dramatic use of
asyndeton) and the types of literary references that appear in
the piece suggest that Norris is a likely candidate for having
written the article. I do not know upon what basis Pizer de-
termined that the piece was indeed by Norris.

Hamlin Garland’s Relationship with
Frank Norris

Jesse S. Crisler
Brigham Young University

On 23 April 1931, a youthful Franklin Dickerson
Walker, then a doctoral candidate at the University of
California at Berkeley where for his dissertation topic
he had chosen to write a biography of one of the uni-
versity’s favorite sons, Frank Norris, sent a lengthy let-
ter to Hamlin Garland to request assistance with his re-
search. After introducing himself and describing the
nature of his project, he said,

I had hoped that in your “Roadside Meetings”
you would say something of your friendship
with Norris but I have found no comment on
him there. . . . I understand from Mrs. Frank
Preston, Frank Norris’ widow[,] that he met
you through the Hernes sometime in 1900 or
1901 and that he saw you frequently while he
was working on “The Pit.” . . . Perhaps you
made some note about Norris at the time which
you would let me use. At any rate, I should




very much appreciate a statement concerning
your impressions of his personality and methods
of writing together with any incidents which
may occur to you in writing. . . . Did he ever say
anything to you about his plans for “The Wolf”
or any other books which he intended to write?
What did you feel about his influence and future
at that time?'
Walker’s brash optimism went unanswered. Unde-
terred, the callow but persistent young scholar six
months later wrote the esteemed but aging author a
second letter, one which indicates that his experiences in
research had taught him needed lessons about how to
enlist aid from the great and the good, for this time,
armed with the success of his by then accepted
dissertation and able now to inform Garland that it was
soon to be published by Doubleday, Doran, the suc-
cessors of Norris’s own publishers, Walker, rather than
vaguely querying Garland for amorphous recollections,
specifically sought information concerning Garland’s
purported review of McTeague (1899), a reference to
which Walker, having done his homework, had
discovered in The Wave and from which he now desired
“to use a quotation” in his biography. Ever hopeful,
Walker, now teaching in his first post in higher learning
at a teachers college in San Diego, closed his second re-
quest with renewed sanguinity: “Any additional infor-
mation which you care to give me about your personal
contact with Norris will be greatly appreciated.”
On the face of it, one wonders why Garland had failed
to respond to Walker’s initial entreaty. Any number of
explanations spring to mind, not the least of which might
have been Garland’s realization that, had he set himself
resolutely to answer fully the questions Walker posed,
he might well have written a sizeable chunk of Walker’s
own dissertation. A quickly drafted note from Garland
in response to Walker’s second petition, however, dis-
closes not Garland’s disdain for Walker’s eagerness nor
even his dismissal of it, but, rather, his involvement in
his own publishing project: at the bottom of a circular
issued by another publishing firm, Macmillan, hailing
the recent appearance of his Companions on the Trail
(1931), Garland scrawled, “You will find all I have
written in ‘Roadside Meetings.’ I return to Hollywood
in November,” dispatching the circular forthwith to
Walker from New York.?
Doubtless, receiving at long last a reply from Garland
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o have puzzled him, since

4 7 _yet it must als A
sluted WATHESS dside Meetings (1930) for

ite .d him to check Roa :
gzgl;ﬂfie‘lse:msings on Norris, yﬂ months carh‘er W alter
had reported to Garland thaF his consult.atmkr:o of Ct at
very volume had yielded nothmg whatsoevera utd Jar-
land’s relationship with Norris, Whom_GafIa“d h? not
even met until some point after the period treated in the
book. Given that the Macmillan circular refers not to

, ‘ i blished in 1930, but
Garland’s first literary memoir, pu i SH
to his just published second one, Garland’s amblgqlty
seems easily put to rest. Alas, it is so only temporarily.
Upon his return to California, Garland wrote a more
formal letter to Walker in which he answered the
latter’s “request for material concerning Norris™ with
the troublesome statement that he had “put it all into
Roadside Meetings, and Roadside Companions.” Wal-
ker already knew that Roadside Meetings contained
nothing about Norris; as for “Roadside Companions,”
no book by that title, either by Garland or anyone else,
existed. Presumably, Walker must have eventually
realized that Garland meant Companions on the Trail
after all, and indeed that volume does include his
remembrances of Norris.

In 1929 Garland, at nearly seventy, was still vigor-
ously pursuing a career in the world of letters that for
forty years had proved intellectually stimulating and fi-
nancially lucrative. The next few years would see that
career continue with the publication of four collections
of memoirs based almost exclusively on lengthy diaries
and notebooks kept for over a half-century. His recol-
lection of Norris in Companions constitutes but one ep-
isode of many associations he chronicles concerning
fellow writers. The bulk of that recollection is a six-
page quotation cribbed in the main from an article
Garland had written five months after Norris died, for
the March 1903 number of The Critic.* Despite their
length, Garland’s comments qualify more as critique of
Norris’s best-known novels—McTeague, The Octopus
(1901), and The Pit (1903)—than either as assessment
of his personality or even evaluation of their friendship.
As Walker’s quotation of only two brief passages from
them in his 1932 biography discloses, he inevitably re-
alized to his own disappointment, that those passages
comprised a meager harvest from what he hoped would
prove a fertile Garland pasture.

Even so, Walker might have made more of Garland’s
remarks about Norris than he did. Certainly, he selected
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interesting tidbits to quote, noting that Garland recalled
Norris’s build—*“tall and slender"—his appear-
ance—"‘prematurely graying hair and fine, candid,
humorous glance”—the overall literary impression he
made—*“he looked the poet rather than the realistic
novelist"—his confidence in argument—"‘He knew what
he was talking about”—and his joie de vivre —*His face
shone with roguery and good cheer. His entire manner
was never coarse, and his jocular phrases were framed
in unexpected ways. . . . He smoked his pipe and made
merry and discussed everything . . . under the sun—and
appeared quite at ease.”™ Tantalizing as such bon-bons
are, however, they actually say little about the nature of
the relationship Garland and Norris enjoyed. After
mentioning, for example, that Edwin Markham in
January 1900 encouraged Garland to visit Norris, noting
that he “was a fine fellow. You should know him,”
Garland stated,
One day not long after this, as I was passing
through the outer office of Doubleday & Page
on Union Square, I saw a young man seated at
a small desk. Doubleday who was with me
touched the youth on the shoulder. “Frank
Norris, you should know Hamlin Garland.” As
Norris rose and faced me I thought him one of
the most attractive men I had ever met. . . . We
had only a few moments’ talk, but I carried a-
way such report of him to my wife that she ex-
pressed a wish to know him.®
In a copy of Blix (1899) inscribed to him by Norris,
Garland related the story of this portentous event as well
but in more detail:
One day I went into the office of Doubleday,
Page and Col.] I saw Frank Norris sitting at a
desk bent over some MS. I knew him but

slightly[,] hadmethimomcortvnce[,]mr’

had;ustmad“MeTeagtw”andwaspo
mewdbyﬁ msmmmwm

Norris, but one can rebuke him for not exploiting that
encounter sufficiently, since not only does he omit the
heart of Garland’s remembrances, but he also confuses
the already muddy particulars of his initial meeting with
Norris when in his edition of Norris’s letters published
a quarter-century later he incorrectly asserted that Gar-
land first met Norris not in the offices of the new firm
of Doubleday, Page, or possibly even earlier, but at the
home of Juliet Wilbor Tompkins, a-mutual friend.® In
Companions Garland assuredly does refer to a dinner
Tompkins “arranged,” but that was not their initial
meeting.’

Still, the Tompkins dinner or at least Garland’s re-
membrance of it should have afforded an opportunity
which Walker missed entirely to interpret an astonish-
ing reversal in Norris’s admittedly naive political
thinking. In 1895 Norris, as special correspondent for
the San Francisco Chronicle, traveled to South Africa,
where, fired with righteously indignant zeal at the tem-
erity of the Dutch who for centuries had prevented first
natives and later immigrant English settlers from partic-
ipating in government of their vast territory, he suited
thought to deed by joining an ill-starred revolt of the
British Uitlandrers led by Leander Starr Jameson, a
quasi-administrator in Mashonaland appointed by the
wealthy and ambitious Cecil Rhodes. For his efforts
Norris earned expulsion from the country (though he
fared better than Jameson himself whom the British
government imprisoned for fifteen mcm:ths) Now, a
scantﬁveyearslater Garlandr tha
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Cuban journalism, and his later popular essays effec-
tively obviates that possibility, as does the recollection
of his college roommate, Seymour Waterhouse, when in
an interview Walker himself conducted on 5 June 1930
he averred that Norris “had no use for the Boers.”"
What is more likely is that Garland misconstrued what
really was said that night in mid-January 1900.
Regardless, Walker could have employed Garland’s
account as color for painting a picture of a more
complicated Norris than the nauseatingly boyish figure
his biography uniformly limns.

Nor could Walker have had access to Garland’s or-
iginal diaries which did not come to the Huntington Li-
brary until after his death in 1940, and thus Walker was
not aware of Garland’s further impressions that same
evening of a man who would soon become his “inti-
mate” friend. In his entry for 20 January 1900 Garland
wrote that he and his wife Zulime “were greatly taken
with Norris who is very handsome—almost the
handsomest American author. A clean-cut, alert, manly
type. We drew closer together by reason of this evening.
He was admirable at all points,” reflections that Garland
inexplicably omitted in his later memoir."?

What he did not omit but what Walker did not include
until he compiled his edition of Norris’s letters in 1956
is a fairly full description of a subsequent dinner, this
one held nearly two years later, on 15 December 1901,
by Mrs. Katherine Corcoran Herne, wife of the recently
deceased playwright and actor James A. Herne and her-
self another friend of Garland’s. In Companions Gar-
land recorded in detail a conversation he had at this
dinner with Norris who revealed the plan for his wheat
trilogy along with his admiration of Zola. To have
eliminated Norris’s declaration of his appreciation of
Zola after he had written The Octopus (1901), a novel
indebted on more than one level to his French mentor,
seems rather odd, since Walker took great pains in his
biography to trace Zola’s influence on Norris. To have
excluded as well Garland’s almost adoring charac-
terization of Norris likewise seems careless:

a stunning fellow—an author who does not
personally disappoint his admirers. He is
perilously handsome, tall and straight, with keen
brown eyes and beautifully modeled features.
His face is as smooth as that of a boy of twenty,
but his hair is almost white. [ have never known
a more engaging writer. He is a poet in

appearance but close observer and a rcallsht in
i< fiction, We had a lively evening together,
really got at each other’s prejudices as well as
enthusiasms. He seems confident of his future,
as well he may be, for his work is in demand
and his mind in a glow of creative energy. I
know of no one for whom I o, more un-
hesitatingly predict a noble career.
Five days later, :syrccorded in his diary, Garland an'd
his wife dined with the Norrises again, and wh‘en NOITIS
fell to talking about his consuming work on his mlogy,
Garland predictably confided, “I bantered him a little on
his debt to Zola in ‘The Octopus,’” but declared Norris
“a fine fellow” who “grows in interest and charm.”"*
Again, Walker had no access to Garland’s more private
notes, but their unavailability to him hardly excuses his
omission from his biography of Norris’s reference to
Zola in Garland’s published memoir.

Garland mentioned Norris thrice more in Compan-
ions, but Walker declined to acknowledge this. Dating
his observation 17 January 1902, Garland described
Norris once again, injecting the subtlest tinge of jeal-
ousy into his paean, a caprice which Walker might easi-
ly have broadened as an intimation of the complexities
attending the burgeoning friendship between the two
men:

Frank Norris looking very handsome—but not
as strong and ruddy as he should be—Ilunched
with me at the club, and as we walked away up
the street together, 1 found myself quite over-
shadowed by his graceful figure and pale,
clear-cut features. He was wearing a wide hat
and his wonderful eyes glowed beneath its rim
with dusky fire. He is the most impressive of
all our young writers. There is something fine
and sweet and boyish about him. He is in the
full tide of his powers and all his friends pre-
dict a swift success.'*
Garland’s original diary entry for this date likewise
gontains the vaguest envy of Norris while imparting the
information that that same evening he and Zulime once
again dined with the Norrises, “a very quiet family din-
ner,” at which Norris “pleased” him:
More than ever—there was something fine and
sweet and boyish about him and his gay wife
?nd bright home made a most delightful
impression on us both.—He was full of big
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plans for future books. Heisina full tide of his
powers and so handsome and confident that
there can be no question of his success. His
wife had given him a very handsome desk fora
Christmas present and he was filled with pride
and joy in it.

But six weeks later on 5 March, according to his di-
ary, though Garland mistakenly recorded 26 February in
Companions, his nascent envy had disappeared as
Garland once again launched a by now familiar encom-
ium of all things Norris:

My wife and I had much pleasure to-day . . . in
helping Jeanette [sic] Norris celebrate her hus-
band’s birthday. Three weeks ago she gave
birth to a little Jeanette [sic]—yet here she was,
sitting at the head of her table, gay and bloom-
ing. Such maternity seems a rational part of
life. She had bought a beautiful new desk for
Frank and had photographed him seated proud-
ly before it. We claimed (and obtained) a copy
of this picture as a souvenir of the dinner. “Life
is coming to harvest with Norris,” I said to my
wife as we came away. “He deserves all that
has come or may come to enrich him.”'®

Finally, Garland prefaced the cribbed Critic article in
Companions with a lament for the death of his young
friend “‘in the full flush of his joyous success, in the
glow of his domestic happiness and the pride of his pa-
ternity.”” Searching for someone or something to blame
for this unexpected turn of events, Garland even sug-
gested that the fault may have lain with Norris’s own
doctor: ““Nothing of late has so stirred me and grieved
me. It seems some criminal neglect must have mani-
fested itself. Some physician must have blundered. I
to accuse some
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with a sweet touch of respect as if to express
the ten years of seniority I bear.

He was one of the most loveable and one of
the most interesting men I have ever known.
He was not a brother and yet he filled 2 large
part in my life and thought.

With him I associate a hundred quaint and
beautiful scenes. I see him walking down the
street radiant, his handsome head as graceful as
a flower, his skin as fair as a girls [sic], his
eyes deep and yet keen. He was a perpetual de-
light to me. He never palled in my eye or ear
or sense. 1could be with him always and never
grow weary.—

And to think of the little flat and the new
desk and the baby on the fire escape—is 10
weep for the little wife who must bear this aw-
ful—this remorseless blow.—

We could not well spare this mind and per-
sonality out of our life and literature—but it 1s
gone!—And yet in another sense it is not lost.
No one who knew Frank Norris will ever forget
him. His life was so sweet and so forceful. I
come back again and again to his beauty which
was not merely physical. His flesh was fine,
his nerves keenly tempered but his spirit was
more beautiful than his body and his intellect
so alert that every atom of his material self
seemed alive—no cell was dormant.

He stood tall—and he looked widely on the
world. For one so young his view of social ma-
turity and forces was singularly large—almost
epic. He was the kind of man whose hidden

&
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and pilfering men—men who imitate and putter
and wreck human hearts—while this brave,
beautiful spirit is blown out as a candle by a
chill wind.—

There is not a man in all American letters
whose death could so affect me—not even
Howells for his work is nearly done. Frank
Norris was of my own generation. His work
was broadening in scope and deepening in
power. He had a beautiful young wife—a little
laughing babe—he had a thousand friends
—and a million readers—He was so peculiarly
happy—so capable of enjoying the big world
and life.

I come back to the utter senselessness—the
severity—the unalleviated devilishness of his
taking off. There is no comfort for me—and I
dare not attempt to send a word of comfort to
his wife. What voice can reach her now that his
is silenced—only one the cooing cry of her
babe. Perhaps little Jennette [sic] may save her
from madness. Nothing else can.'®

As already noted, Walker was not privy to such per-
sonal reminiscences of Garland’s, but Garland himself
had referred Walker to Companions in which his dis-
tress, though much truncated from this lyrical eulogium
in 1902 for a man whose comparative youth allowed
Garland to view him almost as a younger brother, re-
mains moving nonetheless. It also demonstrates rather
dramatically the considerable depth of his affection, the
consequences of which Walker unaccountably side-
steps. Nor did Garland confine his sorrow to Compan-
ions. A decade earlier in 1921 he had voiced similar re-

~grets in A Daughter of the Middle Border, a source

~on 8 May 1930 that

 eminently available to Walker and one with which he

fictionist had come to my literary qrcle,
i”’c?: }?f was aglow with a husband’s happiness,
gay with the pride of paternity, apd in the full
spring-tide of his powers. Hls going left us all
poorer and took from American literature one
of its strongest young writers."” :

But, in defense of Walker, one must in fairness con-
sider how much about a subject’s life, even a hfe_as
brief as Norris’s, a biographer should be expected to in-
clude in a relatively short treatment. Having rq;ently
completed with Joseph R. McElrath, Jr., the wptmg of
our own biography of that same subject, I realize very
well that spatial exigencies consistently affect both
what must necessarily be inserted and what must la-
mentably be excluded. Still, that Walker besought Gar-
land on two occasions for his memories of Norris and
that his biography does contain enough about their as-
sociation to more than whet the appetite of the inter-
ested student of Norris’s life and art force the conclu-
sion that neither Walker nor subsequent biographers,
possibly even McElrath and I, have explored that as-
sociation adequately. And what, besides Garland’s
printed recollections in Companions, A Daughter of the
Middle Border, and the Critic piece, and his unpub-
lished notes, exists to assist scholars in probing the pre-
cise nature of the two writers’ relationship? First is
material to which Walker had access, a category in-
cluding, for instance, his own interviews with Norris’s
widow, then Mrs. Jeannette Preston. Confirming Gar-
land’s opinion of Norris, whom she said Garlan
“always. . . liked [the] looks™ of, Jean old \
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Material surfacing only after the appearance of
Walker’s biography constitutes a second, largcT cate-
gory. While no letters from Garland to Norris exist, €x-
tant are seven letters from Norris to Garland and one to
Zulime, in Norris Studies a veritable treasure trove—
indeed, more to Garland survive than to any other
correspondent of Norris’s save his British publisher
Grant Richards and his exuberant friend and worshipful
fan Isaac F. Marcosson. These letters to Garland offer
a rich vein of biographical ore to be mined alongside
Garland’s diary entries, many of which furnish a useful
context for some of these letters, as does one other letter
to his mother-in-law, Carolina Virginia Williamson
Black, in which Norris in early 1902 informed her that
Jeannette and he “have made some very dear friends of
late,—Hamlin Garland, and his wife.”” At about this
same time, on 17 December 1901, in a letter to a good
friend from his college days, Gelett Burgess, Norris
confirmed that the growing friendship between the
Garlands and the Norrises was fast becoming a regular
feature of their social life: “Lloyd Osbourne is to dine
with us Thursday night also Juliet Wilbor Tompkins and
Hamlin Garland and his wife. Aint [sic] we dead
swell.” In his diary on 20 December 1901, Garland
added the painter Frederic Remington to this list of
guests and provided further particulars of the evening:
“Remington Norris [sic]. We dined with the Norris[es].
A group of western adventurers, all of us. Norris grows
in interest and charm. A fine fellow.” Norris also
inscribed copies of The Octopus and Blix to Garland as
well as the photograph taken at the desk Jeannette had
given him for his birthday in 1902. Years later, in 1914
when Garland was reading Vandover and the Brute,
~ which had appeared only three weeks earlier, he wrote
- to Charles G. Norris on 6 April to

~ “autograph” for his Chicago club, since, “after all,
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like.” Later Garland sent Jeannette a copy of Hesper
(1903), the novel he was researching in Colorado when
news of Norris’s death reached him.”® Besides his letter
to Charles, Garland alluded to Norris at least three more
times in letters written after Norris’s death: in 1904 to
Dreiser when he compared Sister Carrie (1900) favor-
ably to McTeague, “which 1 vastly admired”; in 1934 to
Henry Carr, a Los Angeles-based journalist, when he
added Norris to a list of writers “who have made so fine
a beginning” toward a genuine “literature” of Cali-
fornia; and in 1938 to Herbert Putnam, librarian of the
Library of Congress, to which he was contemplating
presenting his literary archive including his quite “sale-
able” Norris letters, an indication of the value he placed
on Norris’s literary artifacts.”’

Two final documents survive. Possibly the most sig-
nificant piece of information to the would-be literary
and biographical interpreter of this multilayered rela-
tionship is the first. In his diary on 28 February 1899
Garland remarked that, having left New York by train
for Chicago, he passed part of the tedious leg to Syra-
cuse by reading “all the way . . . in a long novel
‘McTeague’” which he judged “a fine study of the
squalid but not altogether sordid life of San Francisco.”
His analysis of McTeague waxed both more extensive
and rilore pointed on the back flyleaf of his copy of the
novel:

A tragic story—wonderfully well imagined.
TT}eﬂuxandﬂowofa great city is set forth
with grim and unrelenting art. It would be dif-
ﬁcmlt o name a more convincing study of the
inhabitants of the sordid home on Polk Street.
The style most admirable in its simplicity. The
chase is a little too much. A duel to the death




12 FRANK NORRIS STUDIES

first fruits of a tremendous creative energy. But
after all is said, I come back to the keen sorrow
that seizes me as I remember his face, beautiful
in its cheery, blithe fashion as Edwin Booth's
was in its somber fashion. Norris was to me
one of the most enviable of all the men I knew.
... His winning personality captivated everyone
who chanced to meet him. His going is a great
loss to American literature. He was a man of
blameless life, high ideals and great
achievement.”

As with other material relating to the Norris-Garland re-

lationship, a little more diligence by Walker might well

have unearthed this remaining unpolished gem.

But even a thorough investigation of all this material
—what Walker knew, what he used, what else he might
have perceived, and especially what he could not then
have apprehended but what scholars can now
grasp—probably terminates at the same conclusion
Walker should have reached and at which Garland
himself definitely did arrive. At the close of the Critic
article as reprinted in Companions, Garland appended,
“I feel no inclination to change the broad outlines of this
estimate now, thirty years later.”* Obviously, Garland
meant what he said there, but only an intensive
examination of what else he had written prior to this
final appraisal as well as other clues to the mutual es-
teem existing between Garland and Norris, as evi-
denced in their letters and inscriptions, in Norris’s
published references to Garland, in Garland’s diary
entries, and in Jeannette’s recollections, reveals sub-
stantively how fully he meant it.
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multiple national, ethnic, and racial groups. This was
so, evidently, because his own points of view on types of
humanity merely reflected those of both his book-buying
contemporaries and like-minded critics. By the 1960s,
however, his readership had changed, and he was re-
ceiving a good deal of attention, and censure, for his
often unflattering representations of minorities. Later,
with the advent of the race-class-gender vogue, Norris
again served as a whipping-boy because of his biases
~though he has not regained his high visibility of the
1960s as a virulent racist.

It now appears that all that is needful has been said
about his being a racist-save, I suggest, for a few qual-
ifications or finer measurements.

For example, Norris in McTeague could blithely fash-
ion a statement such as “the freshly blackened cook
stove glowed like a negro’s hide”; but, as though this
were merely a piquant figure of speech and really
nothing more, he enthusiastically proclaimed his ad-
miration for Booker T. Washington on another oc-
casion.' Like inconsistencies calling into question the
quality and depth of his bigotry abound in his canon.
San Francisco’s Chinatown was, in a series of short
stories, a lurid netherworld, a noisome swamp populated
by opium dealers, white slaves, and hatchet-wielding
members of rival tongs; but it was also the realm of ex-
otic, kaleidoscopically colorful beauty thathe celebrated
in his novel Blix. Too, in Moran of the Lady Letty he de-
scribes Mongolians in simian terms; yet, in the short
story “The Third Circle,” the Chinese character he gives
the most attention attractively displays a degree of
sophistication that makes the Anglo-American hero of
the tale sound and look like a chump, if not a chimp.
One sees the arch-racist display like contradictory
behavior when it comes to characters of Iberian an-
cestry. In The Octopus the Portuguese- and Spanish-
American field hands reveal the sanguinary con-
sequences of hot Latin bloodlines; Father Sarria, how-
ever, brings to mind the Good Shepherd as he ministers
to his flock. A similar ambivalence is seen in another
way when one focuses on the stereotypical repre-
sentations of German and Polish Jews in Norris’s writ-
ings; for, the Norris biographer cannot neglect to note
that for many years this apparent anti-semite counted
among his friendships those with Myron Wolf, Maurice
Samuels, Isaac Marcosson, and both Emest and Jessica
Peixotto. In McTeague Marcus Schouler threatens

Zerkow with physical violence, declaring “I’ll do for
»2 But, while he never had
a good word to say about the Boers, there not a hint
amidst the testimonies of those who knew him that Nor-
ris ever personally abused members of any minority,
nor even used such demeaning epithets when inter-
acting with them.’

But my interest here is not in Norris’s racism per se.
Rather, much more neglected and thus worthy of
greater attention is what may initially appear a far-
distant topic, Norris’s narrative technique. The two
subjects do overlap, though. That racism manifests
itself in his writings does inevitably involve recognition
of not only what is communicated to the reader but
how. Further, there is the question of whose racism 1s
given exposition at particular moments. Is it Norris’s or
just that of one of his characters? For example, an
author such as Norris is not necessarily implicated as
one of his characters directs a slur at men and women
of Latin extraction. When, in The Octopus, Annixter
asks Father Sarria about one of his flock—"“How 1s that
greaser of yours up on Osterman’s stock range?”-the
direct discourse method employed by Norris tells us
only what Annixter wondered and how he asked about
the man he next characterizes as a “lazy, cattle-stealing,
knife-in-his-boot Dago.”* The same is true when
Presley seeks to warn Annixter about the violence of
which his ranch superintendent Delaney is capable.
Presley “began to explain the danger of [dealing with
the superintendent]. Delaney had once knifed a greaser
in the Panamint country. He was known as a ‘bad
man.”” Here Norris’s use of the indirect discourse
method tells us only that Presley, too, thinks the same
way about members of the same Latin underclass,
“greasers” or “dagos.” In both kinds of communi-
cation—direct and indirect discourse—there is no ambi-
guity possible. One cannot conclude that Norris’s atti-
tude is in harmony with Annixter’s and Presley’s—
unless Norris complements the slurs in his own
rejprcsentations of “dagos” or “greasers” or indicates in
his own voice that he too shares Annixter’s and Pres-
ley’s bias. And, in fact, he does both. Referring to the
man about whom Annixter has enquired, Norris ex-
pIa.ins to the reader, “This particular greaser was the
la{'nest, the dirtiest, the most worthless of the lot.” But
this is by way of preface to elevating another member
of the same racial group, Father Sarria: writes Norris,

you myself, you dirty Jew.’
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“But in Sarria’s mind the lout was an object of affec-
tion, sincere, unquestioning. Thrice a week the priest,
with a basket of provisions, . . . toiled over the intermin-
able stretch of country between the Mission and his
cabin. Of late, during the rascal’s sickness, these visits
had become almost daily.”®

Yes, Norris in 1901 was as much a racist as the ma-
jority of his readers. There’s no denying that. But his
inconsistent behavior is seen as well in his treatment of
his own kind. Describable as a white supremacist who
ever extolled the evolutionary superiority of those
sharing Anglo-Saxon and related ancestries, Norris is as
ambivalent when characterizing members of his own
racial group in negative terms. Often overlooked has
been the fact that the most villainous of the large cast of
characters in his canon are the restless, self-centered and
aggressively acquisitive Anglo-Americans as predatory
as Vikings, for example, Charlie Geary in Vandover and
the Brute, Shelgrim in The Octopus, and Curtis Jadwin
in The Pit. This he makes clear in his representations of
their actions, as well as through direct discourse, indirect
discourse, and commentaries of his own.

When making precise measurements of this racist,
however, there is the use of another narrative conven-
tion to be taken into account, and it is one that has re-
ceived surprisingly little attention given two facts. The
first is that it was employed regularly by French novel-
ists Norris is known to have read and admired: Balzac,
Stendahl, Flaubert, and Zola. The second is that the
narrative technique that they used was not unfamiliar to
Norris’s fellow American authors, nor to those of suc-
ceeding generations down to the present, as may be seen
in Dennis Lehane’s 2001 novel Mystic River. This is the
mode of free indirect discourse, /e style indirect libre,
the essential of which is that the narrator writing in the

third-person singular about a character’s behavior,

thoughts, and statements suddenly shifts
- view from his own to that of the character.

indi who is thinking what, for example, as with the
;T;g;(::: “she said to herself,” “it sudde’fﬂy occurred to
him that”, or “he now understood that. .
For example, free indirect discourse 1s not to be ob-
served in this passage from MecT eague. ot
The dentist went away from his bootless visit
to his wife shaking with rage, hating her with
all the strength of a crude and primitive nature.
He clenched his fists till his knuckles whitened,
his teeth ground furiously upon one another.
“Ah, if I had hold of you once, I'd make you
dance. She had five thousand dollars in that
room, while I stood there, not twenty feet
away, and told her I was starving, and she
wouldn’t give me a dime to get a cup of coffee
with, not a dime to get a cup of coffee. Oh, if
I once get my hands on you!” His wrath
strangled him. He clutched at the darkness in
front of him, his breath fairly whistled between
his teeth.’
But the same cannot be said about the following
paragraph, in which Mac’s violent fantasy is rendered
in like terms without the quotation marks identifying
direct discourse or a marker signifying indirect.

His hatred of Trina increased from day to
day. He’'d make her dance yet. Wait only till
he got his hands upon her. She’d let him
starve, would she? She’d turn him out of doors
while she hid her five thousand dollars in the
bottom of her trunk. Aha, he would see about
that someday. She couldn 't make small of him.
Ah, no. She’d dance all right—all right. Mc-
Teague was not an imaginative man by nature,
but he would lie awake nights, his clumsy wits
galloping and frisking under the last of the
till .
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Latin Californians but, in fact, the primary subject
matter dealt with thematically is not race but as im-
portant a one for latter-day Victorians, sexual ethics.
The original title in manuscript was not “The Wife of
Chino” but “The Wife of Uriah,” and this was the con-
sequence of a project that one of Norris’s surviving
notes at the Bancroft Library indicates he planned, the
rewriting of biblical stories—in this case that of King
David’s lust for Bathsheeba and his arranging the death
of her husband, Uriah, so that he might enjoy her fa-
vors. Perhaps Norris also recognized in the Old Testa-
ment tale that Bathsheeba’s behavior was calculated to
effect a seduction of David. Thus, in “The Wife,” the
engineer Lockwood is found in Placer County, Cali-
fornia, overseeing the operations of a gold mine like the
Big Dipper of McTeague fame. The only female at the
mine is the flirtatious wife of one of Lockwood’s shift-
bosses, Chino Zavalla; and as time passes in this iso-
lated realm of the lower Sierras, this sturdy and vigor-
ous Anglo-American hero becomes increasingly suscep-
tible to the charms of Felice Zavalla, who waxes more
and more coquettish as his arousal keeps pace. When it
appears that Lockwood has deliberately caused her
husband’s death by having him make a delivery of gold
ingots to the town of Iowa Hill at the same time that a
ruthless bandit is in the vicinity, the result is not only an
evocation of the King David story in IT Samuel but the
siren’s declaration that she is his. Race, then, suddenly
leaps to the surface as Lockwood experiences repulsion
rather than attraction. As the Anglo-Saxon (who would
never stoop to such treachery) faces the Latina (who
admires him for the flattering lengths she thinks he went
to have her), she-we are told—stands revealed for the
vile creature she is and so does “the baseness of her

. mbe, all the degraded snvagery ofa degenerate racc‘ i

Latinate inheritance—“cool-headed.”"* Else he would
not have been given the charge of delivering the gold
ingots to town. Did Norris forget what he had earlier
written? Does the contradiction spell a degree of in-
competence that was somehow overlooked not only by
Norris but by his fastidious editor, Richard Watson
Gilder, at Century magazine, and then by Charles G.
Norris who included the story in 4 Deal in Wheat and
Other Stories of the New and Old West?

The problem of intratextual confusion—or illogicality
occasioned by a racist outburst at the close of the story—
is, however, resolvable if one identifies which narrative
conventions are employed in the passage in question
and if one notes when Norris shifts from one to another
as Felice is denounced. It reads thus, save for the
bracketed numbers that have been inserted:

{1} She would have taken his hand, but
Lockwood . . . was on his feet. It was as
though a curtain that for months had hung be-
tween him and the blessed light of clear under-
standing had suddenly been rent in twain by
her words. {2} The woman stood revealed. All
the baseness of her tribe, all the degraded
savagery of a degenerate race, all the
capabilities for wrong, for sordid treachery,
that lay dormant in her, leaped to life at this
unguarded moment, and in that new light, that

now at last she herself let in, stood pmless}y ; |

revealed, a loathsome thlng, hateﬁll as
malevolence itself. :
{3}”"What,” shouted Lockwood, ‘ym m
—that I-that I. . .oh-h, it’s monstrous.
{4}He could fm,d no word

R Im—




16 FRANK NORRIS STUDIES

discourse marker “shouted Lockwood” and quotation
marks make clear who does what. Likewise, there is no
mystery with which to deal in the last two sentences {4}.
Norris ends the passage as he began it.

And so, one must make a choice: is the {2} unit one in
which we find an intrusive commentary of the narrator,
or is it instead a statement of Lockwood’s new
understanding of Felice rendered by means of free indi-
rect discourse? As to which reading one should choose,
it may be appropriate to do what Lockwood does not:
recall Chino Zavalla’s race, and then note that his Latin
genes do not appear to dictate the degeneracy Lock-
wood sees in Felice.

There is another question to pose: why didn’t Norris

- make this brief essay on narrative technique un-
necessary by telling the reader that Lockwood thought
to himself what he did? The answer is the same one
that may be given should someone ask, why doesn’t a
novelist of a subsequent generation tell the reader when
he or she has shifted to stream-of-consciousness nar-

ration? Or, why doesn’t a playwright have a solitary

character on the stage inform the audience that a sohlo-
quy will now commence?

The function of all three literary conventions is ﬂie :
provision of a more immediate, direct experience ofa

Flaubert and Zola realized the power inherent in free in-
direct discourse, and they acted accordingly. So did

Frank Norris, again and again.
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